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a fountain that he set at work. I know not what led
to it, but the King, usually so reserved, spoke with
him of the bishop of Saint-Pons, then in disgrace on
account of the affairs of Port Royal. M. de la Roche-
foucauld let him speak on to the end, and then began
to praise the bishop. The discouraging silence of the
King warned him; he persisted, however, and related
how the bishop, mounted upon a mule, and visiting
one day his diocese, found himself in a path which
grew narrower at every step, and which ended in a
precipice. There were no means of getting out of it
except by going back, but this was impossible, there
not being enough space to turn round or to alight.
The holy bishop (for such was his term as I well re-
marked) lifted his eyes to Heaven, let go the bridle,
and abandoned himself to Providence. Immediately
his mule rose up upon its hind legs, and thus upright,
the bishop still astride, turned round until its head was
where its tail had been. The beast thereupon returned
along the path until it found an opening into a good
road. Everybody around the King imitated his si-
lence, which excited the Duke to comment upon what
he had just related. This generosity charmed me, and
surprised all who were witness of it.

The day after the death of M. de la Rochefoucauld,
the Chancellor took part in a very tragic scene. A
Vice-bailli of Alengon had just lost a trial, in which,
apparently, his honour, or his property, was much in-
terested. He came to Pontchartrain's, where the
Chancellor was at the moment and waited until he
came out into the court to get into his carriage. The
Vice-bailli then asked him for a revision of the verdict.
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